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■Boy. Then! am furc you know how much tfac groflcfiuo 
'of deuf-ace amount s to, 

Br^g. It dttth amount tooneroorcthentwo^. 

Which thcbafe vulgar call three. 

Br. True. Baj. Why fir is this fuch apceceofttudy ? Now 
heer’s three ftudied,cre you’ll thrice wink, &how eafie it is to 
put yeeres to the word three, and ftudy three} ceres in two. 
words the dancing horfc will tell you. 

A mofl fine Figure. 

^<>7. Toproueyoua Cypher. 

Brag. I will hereupon confefie lam in louc: and as it isbafe 
for aSouK'iertolouc ' fo am 1 in loue with a bafe Wench. If 
drawing my fword againfi; the humour of afifedion, W'ould deli- 
uer me from the reprobate thought of it, I would take Defire 
prifjncr , and ranfomc him to any French Courtier for a 
new dcuis’d cuttfie. I tbinke fcorne to figh, me thinks I fliould 
out-Cwcarc Cupid. Comfort mee Boy , What great menhaue 
heeneinloue? 

Boy. Hercu/eshAiRct. 

Brag. Moft fweet Hercules \ more authoiitie deerc Boy^ 
name more ; and fweet my childc let them be men of good re- 
pute and carriage. 

Boy. Sathpfon Mailer h e was a man of good carriage, great 
iarriage/or he carried the Townc- gates on his backe like a por« 
ter : and he was in loue. 

Brag. O well- knit Sampfo»f flrong ioynted Sampfon ; I doe 
excell thee in my rapier, as much as thou didft race in carrying 
gates. 1 am in louc too. Who was Sampfens louc my deare Moth, 
A Woman, Mallei. 

Brag. Of what complexion? 

Boy. Of allthe fourc, or the three, ot the two, or one of the. 
tmre.. 

B rag:. Tell race precifely of wli at complexion ? 

Boy. Of the fea-water Greene fir. 

Brag. Is that one ofthefoure complexions? 

Boy,?s$il haue read fir, and thebefl of them too* 

Brag. Greene indeed is the colour of Louers : but to haue a 
Eouc of that colour, me thiakes Sampfon had fmallreafon for it. 
- her foE her wit*. 


LoHeshahou/shfl, 

Boy. ft was fo fir, for flic had a greene wif. 
dkrJr. Me loue is moll immaculate white and red. 

Moft immaculate thoughts Mafter, are mask’d vnder 

Define, define, well educated infant. 

Boy. My fathers wittc, and my mothers tongue afifift mce. 
Brag. Sweet inuocation of achilde.mort pretty and pathe- 

Boy. Ifftiebemadeof white and red, 

Her faults will nerc be knownc : 

Forblufli iiicheckes by faults are bred, 

Andfcaicsby pale white ftiowne : 

Then if flic feare, or be to blame," 

By this you fliall not know. 

For ftill her cheekcspollcirc the fame, 

W hich natiue fhc doth owe : 

A dangerous rime mafter againft the reafoQ of white andred. 
Brag. Is there not a Ballet Boy,of the King and the Bcggcr i 
Boy. The world was very guilty of fuch aBallec fome three 
agcsfinccjbutithinke now’iis not to be founds or if it were, 
it would neither feme for the writing, nor the tunc. 

Brag. I will haue that fubicfl newly writ ore, that I may ex- 
ample my digreflion by forac mighty prefident. Boy, 1 doc 
loue chat Countrey girle that I tooke in the Parke with the ratio- 
nail hinde Coflard ; iliedefcrues well. 

Boy, To be wbip’d s and yec a better louc then my Mafter. 
Brag, sing Boy, my fpirit growes heauy in loue. 

Boy. And that’s great maruell,lomng a light wench. 

Brag. I fay fing. 

Boy. Forbeare till this company be paft* 

Suter^lownOf Coujiablef aud tVench. 

Coftfi. Sir, the Dukes plcafure , is that you kcepe (foBard. 
fafc,and yoainuftlcthim take no delight, nor no petfance, but 
hcemull tall three dayes a weeke: forthisDarofcll,! muftkeepe- 
hcr at the Parke, flie is alowd for the Day.woman. Fare you wcll,- 

Exit,. 

Brag. i(^c bttray my fclfe withblulhing ; Maidc, 

^ ~ iJHaidy 



